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Peter by this time was eleven years old, and it was decided
that he must go to school We wept, days before the parting,
exchanged gifts, pressed flowers that each had given the other,
swore on the Bible never to forget one another, and endured
all the sorrow that can possibly be meted to small children.
This was a pain of a kind that we had not yet experienced.
Mademoiselle was to take him across to England and deposit
him at school. She left me in no ignorance of what life would
be for me when she got back.

She was absent about a month " on holiday/' she wrote,
the first holiday in five years. Then my father sent for me,
and " broke it to me gently " that she never would return.
I don't know why, but I burst into tears and left the room.
My mother has ever refuted my reproaches by reminding me
" You cried when she went away/' Why did I cry ? I have
always wondered. Perhaps I cried for the same reason that
I laughed when they " broke it to me gently " that my grand-
mother was dead.

IV

On the eve of our inheritance of Innishannon, it happened
that my mother had enamoured herself of Brede Place, a
fourteenth century ruin on my uncle Edward Frewen's estate
in Sussex, and he had allowed her to buy it. We must have
been at that time either very prosperous or very imprudent.
We had transferred from Aldford Street to a much larger house
in Chesham Place; we therefore had three houses, and each
in its different way required considerable upkeep. Brede alone
could absorb a fortune like a bottomless well. It had been
acquired for the sake of its lands by Sir Edward Frewen in
1680. The land was valuable, but to a man whose ancestral
home was five miles away the house was useless. It was an age
when antiquity counted for nothing. Even the Tudor fire-
places and the oak panelling that shone like varnished tortoise-
shell were not deemed worth removing. The family of a
gamekeeper inhabited two rainproof rooms ; most of the floors
and aH the window panes had long since ceased to be. Swallows
built their nests on the mantelshelves, and the keeper's boy